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quite apart, very mysterious, gentle as a lamb with it all. I
have had a great desire to question you, but a too great respect
for you has prevented me; for I know how to make light only
of my own calamities, while those which a great mind has had
to undergo so as to be in a condition to produce, seem to me
like sacred things which should not be touched roughly nor
thoughtlessly.

Sainte-Beuve, who loves you all the same, claims that you are
horribly vicious. But perhaps he may see with somewhat un-
clean eyes, like this learned botanist who asserts that the ger-
mander is of dirty yellow color. The observation was so false,
that I could not refrain from writing on the margin of his book:
It is because you have dirty eyes.

I suppose that a man of intelligence may have great curi-
osity. I have not had it, lacking the courage. I have pre-
ferred to leave my mind incomplete, that is my affair, and
every one is free to embark either on a great ship in full sail,
or on a fisherman's vessel. The artist is an explorer whom
nothing ought to stop, and who does neither good nor ill when
turning to the right or to the left. His end justifies all.

It is for him to know after a little experience, what are the
conditions of his soul's health. As for me, I think that yours
is in a good condition of grace, since you love to work and to
be alone in spite of the rain.

Do you know that, while there has been a deluge everywhere,
we have had, except a few downpours, fine sunshine in Brittany?
A horrible wind on the shore, but how beautiful the high surf!
and since the botany of the coast carried me away, and Maurice
and his wife have a passion for shellfish, we endured it all gaily.
But on the whole, Brittany is a famous see-saw.

However, we are a little fed up with dolmens and menhirs
and we have fallen on fetes and have seen costumes which
they said had been suppressed but which the old people still
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